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Whilst peaceful Learning once again

And the soldier so concord,
As that he fights now with her pen,                       15

And she writes with his sword.

AMYNTOR'S GROVE, HIS CHLORIS, ARIGO,
AND GRATIANA

AN  ELOGY

IT was Amyntor's grove, that Chloris

For ever echoes and her glories;

Chloris, the gentlest shepherdess

That ever lawns and lambs did bless;

Her breath, like to the whispering wind,                 5

Was calm as thought, sweet as her mind ;

Her lips like coral gates kept in

The perfume and the pearl within;

Her eyes a double-flaming torch

That always shine, and never scorch:                    10

Herself the heav'n in which did meet

The all of bright, of fair and sweet.

Here was I brought with that delight
That separated souls take flight;
And when my reason calTd my sense                    15

Back somewhat from this excellence,
That I could see, I did begin
T? observe the curious ordering
Of every room, where 't 5s hard to know
Which most excels in scent or show:                     20

Arabian gums do breathe here forth,
And th' East's come over to the North;
The winds have brought their hire of sweet,
To see Amyntor Chloris greet;

Balm and nard, and each perfume                        25

To bless this pair chafe and consume;
And th' phoenix, see! already fries,
Her nest a fire in Chloris' eyes!

Next the great and powerful hand
Beckons my thoughts unto a stand                       30